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W/ILONG the hot and endless road,
Calm and erect, with haggard eyes,

The prisoner bore his fetters' load
Beneath the scorching, azure skies.

Serene and tall, with brows unbent,
Without a hope, without a friend,

He, under escort, onward went,
With death to meet him at the end.

The Poppy fields were pink and gay
On either side, and in the heat

Their drowsy scent exhaled all day
A dream-like fragrance almost swe&.

And when the cod of evening fell
And tender dolours touched the sky,

He still felt youth within him dwell
And half forgot he had to die. *
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